One Night in Hell 


Author: butterworths 


Bands: Motley Crue 


Characters: Mick Mars, Nikki Sixx, Tommy Lee, Vince Neil 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Jan 27 2009 04:30:08 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One Night in Hell 


Author's Notes: 
Blarg, I\'m not sure how good this is. | wrote it pretty quickly and it\'s not very long. Tell me if you enjoy it. :) 


‘C'mon Baby, just a little cuddle." 

"No! I'm not in the mood, go to sleep." 

Oh sweet Jesus, there they go. 

"What's your problem? We haven't fucked in a week! You finally grown girl parts and on the rag, are you?" 
Noooo. Don't provoke him, please. 


"You fucking arsehole. How dare you! Just because | don't want to spend my every waking moment with your 


cock up my arse doesn't mean I've ‘grown girl parts." 


"You could've fooled me. You pregnant or something? You are getting a little chunky.” 
Oh, he didn't! 


"YOU PIECE OF SHITI! YOU WORTHLESS FUCKING SACK OF CRAP! GET OUT, GET OUT, GET. OOOOOUUUTTTT. 
N00000000000000W" 


There we go, Nikki's really done it this time. And all three of us know what's coming next. 


"Ouch, don't pinch. Hey, you're hurting me. Ouch, eek, hey, stop that. I'm not leaving, this is my room too. 
Wahh." 


| hear the next door over slam, then a few blessed moments of silence and then. 
Knock, knock, knock. 
"Hey Mick, man. Hts Nikki, let me in" 


Ugh, why do | even fucking bother to lock it? It just means | have to get up and unlock it when he comes 
slinking in. Fuuuuck, I'm sore. What time is it? 4amll Shit, I've only been asleep 2 hours. 


"C'mon, hurry up Dude. This is an emergency!" 
“Alright, I'm fucking coming. Keep your panties on" 


When | open the door he pushes past me, knocking me so my back hits against the hotel wardrobe. Fuck that's 


going to hurt tomorrow. 
"Don't just stand there, close the door. You're letting all the heat out." 
| sigh and close the door. | think | have a headache coming on. 


"| suppose you heard all that," he says, making himself at home by getting under the covers of my bed, on my 
side | might add. 


It was pretty hard not to." 
"Then you agree with me." 


All | want to do is get back to sleep. | need sleep, | crave its lover's embrace. | long for the release it brings 


me from this hellish existence. | know what | must do.. 


"Yes, Nikki. | agree with you completely. Now can we please go to sleep and deal with this in the morning?" 


If you want dude, sure. Are you tired or something?" 
"Just a bit" 
"Well why are you standing there then?" 


Ugh, | don't have the patience to deal with him right now. | walk over to the other side of the bed, the cold 
side, and get in. He turns out the lights. 


"Don't get any ideas man, you're not my type," he says as | drift off. I'm too tired to give him the slapping he 


deserves. 

Blessed darkness.. 

XE% 

"Well, what do we have here?" 

Wha? Who's that? Where am |? 

| open my eyes and twist my head. | try to roll over but | can't! | can't movel | must be paralysed! Oh God! 
A weight, that in my sleepy state | didn't even realise was there, moves off me and | am suddenly able to 
move again Whew, thank goodness. First problem dealt with. Now | just have to figure out who was talking and 
what's making that high pitched wailing noise. 

Sitting up in bed and looking over | see the answer to both of my questions. Vince has found his way into my 
room and is standing over my bed, fists clenched by his side, mouth open like some expectant baby bird, 
screaming and.is he actually crying? 


He pauses in his wails only to catch breath and yell at Nikki, "How could you, Nikki? How could you?" 


Oh god, does he actually think me and Nikki were..being intimate? Ugh that is not going to happen. For one thing, 
| could do so much better. Christ Almighty, shouldn't Nikki be doing something to shut Blondie the hell up? 


"Baby, it's not what it looks like," he shouts over Vince's din 


"What is it then? | come in here to find you and find you in bed with HIM, naked and spooning! What does it 
look like Sixx? What?" he howls, gesturing wildly. 


Wait! I'm not naked. Is Nikki naked? Ugh, looks like he is. That's just wrong. | guess | know what that weight on 
top of me was. | wouldn't describe that as ‘spooning’ though, it was more like being smothered by 190 pounds 


of sleepy bassist. 


"Nothing happened Vincey, | swear," Nikki pleads, "You kicked me out without any clothes on, remember? That's 
why I'm naked" 


"And he wasn't ‘spooning’ me," | offer helpfully, "I'm not really the spooning type." 
"You see baby? Nothing was happening. Why would | touch that when | have you waiting in the next room?" 
Hey! That's going a bit far isn't it? 


"I just don't know what to believe Nikki," Vince says melodramatically, sitting down on my bed and taking Nikki's 


hand in his, "Sometimes | think you're only interested in me for the sex." 


Here we go, another exciting instalment of my favourite soap, ‘Days of Our Hair Band! There's no use trying to 
get back to sleep now, | might as well get smashed. | heave myself out of bed, a little bit of Death by Bar 
Fridge should set me right. 


"Baby, you know how | feel about you," Nikki's saying as | down a mini bottle of Jack Daniels and then a mini 
bottle of some cheap vodka. 


"How should | know? You never tell me! All | get is you trying to feel me up all the time and telling me how hot 


| am. That's not love Nikki." 


You tell him Vince! You're a classy dame and you deserve to be treated as such! Oooh, a mini bottle of gin, 


this is turning into Mick's lucky night. 


"Aw Sweetheart, is that all you want?" Nikki pulls Vince into his arms and kisses his forehead, "You know Nikki 
loves his fluffy little kitten" 


These little bottles of booze are so cute, | think | might start a collection. | have five, no six, empty ones 
already, that's a great start! 


"Yeah, you know Nikki loves his fluffy-wuffy white kitten, don't you?" 
Vince is giggling, "Yeah, | know. And Vince loves Nikki back, Baby." 


Uh, | don't know if its the alcohol or the appalling cuteness or a combination of the two but if Nikki and his 
fluffy-wufty friend don't get out of here soon | think I'm going to be sickey-wicky. 


Oh no, they're making out. On my bed! On my side of the bed! Oh God, it's terrible. H's like a car accident and 
the Holocaust and a Poison concert all rolled into one nightmarish episode ON MY BED!!! Argh, what did | do to 


deserve this? 


| try yelling, | try physically pushing them off my bed, | even fill a glass with water from the bathroom and 
throw it over them but nothing works. They just keep doing unspeakable things to each other. When Vince 


starts making little meow noises | give up. Maybe Tommy will let me crash in his room? 


| walk down the hall, it only takes a few knocks before Tommy answers the door. His hair is a rats nest and his 


eyes are sleepy. 
"Dude, why aren't you in bed?" he mumbles, running the heel of his hand over one eye. 


"Eh, Vince..Nikki.kittens..The horror, Tommy. The horror.." | try to explain but those damn little bottles have 


made it hard for me to form sentences. 

Tommy yawns, "You need a place to crash?" 

"Please." 

He steps back and lets me into his room. | rush over and quickly grab the warm side of the bed for myself. 
Tommy doesn't seem to mind, he's a sweet kid. He sort of hesitates as he comes over though, | can feel he's 
bit tense when he gets under the covers. I'm a bit beyond caring, at this point. Whatever his problem we can 
deal with it tomorrow morning, or better yet, tomorrow afternoon 

"Hey Mick?" he asks just as | feel sleep start to win the battle over my mind. 


"Wha Tom?" 


"How do you feel about spooning?” 


